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Through these fields of sanctity. The cut wood forgives the axe. I raise him to my estate. Vichara, Our son of sons, From now on you are close to Us. Whoever comes to Our temple To worship Us shall hail you too. We hereby ordain That you are entitled to Half a circumambulation; On earth it is a token half; In Kailash it is a poornam.
(From His matted hair Lord Siva takes out a wre garlands Chandesa and imprints a kiss on his head, of gods disappears.)
Agoram:         O Lord of gods
Infinitely merciful! May heaven and earth Ring with Your glory! May the Vedas in Tamil Celebrate this boy-saint. Datta fell into knowledge; Vichara rose up into experience. Holy! Holy! Holy! Siva! Siva! Siva!ars on His Bull in the skyey expanse. A voice disembodied is heard.)
